of both, to despatch him on the spot. Above
the hoary head of the veteran gleams the
cold blade, which many a time before has
sundered the chords of life, but his stout
heart quails; there flashes athwart his
mental eye the vision of his own boy, who
this self-same day marched to the sound of
bugle to try his maiden arms; the strong
hand of the warrior quivers; again he begs
his victim to flee for his life. Finding all his
entreaties vain and hearing the approaching
steps of his comrades, he exclaims: " If
thou art overtaken, thou mayest fall at a
more ignoble hand than mine. O, thou
Infinite ! receive his soul! " In an instant
the sword flashes in the air, and when it falls
it is red with adolescent blood. When the
war is ended, we find our soldier returning
in triumph, but little cares he now for honor
or fame; he renounces his warlike career,
shaves his head, dons a priestly garb, devotes
the rest of his days to holy pilgrimage,
never turning his back to the West, where
lies the Paradise whence salvation comes
and whither the sun hastes daily for his rest.
Critics may point out flaws in this story,

41